THE  UNQUIET GRAVE

years unable to address a stranger. Much disturbed by
the incident, for this girl, with her high forehead,
pointed nose, full lips and fine eyes, her dark hair and
her unhappy and sullen expression, personified both
intelligence and beauty in distress. She was bare-legged
and wore sandals, a green corduroy suit under a linen
coat. With a feeling of intolerable frustration I watched
her out of sight: * O toi que j'eusse aimee*.

From my violent reaction to this encounter I was able
to learn a little more about the nature of my emotions.

I.  To fall in love at first sight there has to be what
Sainte-Beuve called * le mystere*. In my case the mystery
must take the form of a rejection of the industrial
system and of the twentieth century. It is an aloofness,
a suggestion of the primitive that I crave. Hence the
appeal of sandals, which alone permit human beings
to hold themselves naturally. This air of aloofness is
incompatible with happiness since it springs from a
feeling of isolation, a sense of rebellion and hostility
towards society which cannot in these days make for
contentment. Indeed, I think that women, when they
achieve domestic happiness at the price of independence,
forfeit most of their appeal.

II.  This primitive and untamed expression is not
enough; it must be illuminated by an interest in the
arts,   especially in  modern  painting and  surrealism.
The gipsy-look must correspond to the chaos of our
time, to the spiritual wilderness of modern art. This
taste is shared, I believe, by others who have made
their peace with society. We are captivated  by the
feminine shadow of the self we might have been; in
nxy case by that counterpart of the romantic writer who
should have had the courage to reject society and to accept
poverty for the sake of the development of his true
So